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disillusioned. It was with relief that he returned to Bessie's
cool, undemanding company. She was correcting all his
manuscripts by now, polishing down the occasional awk-
ward phrase; she liked his work and believed implicitly
that he would become one of the world's great writers, a
faith that never wavered.

Jack's rooms on Sixteenth Street had become a meeting-
place for the people he knew, for they had begun to clamour
for his company. " I have the fatal faculty of making friends,
and lack the blessed trait of being able to get rid of them."
There was nothing he liked better than playing host, but
the bicycles began tinkling so frequently outside his house
that he often had to do his writing with three or four men
sitting on the bed, smoking, talking over old times, arguing
whether a belief in materialism necessarily brought about
pessimism. Jack could not let his guests go unfed; when a
few lonely dollars arrived from the Overland Monthly for
"The Impossibility of War," or from the National Magazine
for "A Lesson in Heraldry," he bought a supply of steaks
and chops to keep in the icebox.

Friends from the Ruskin Club dropped in for a smoke
and a chat, his comrades from the Socialist Local to ask
him to address a meeting, old pals from the Yukon, from the
Fish Patrol, the oyster pirates, his brother tramps of The
Road. " That's one of the drawbacks of my present quarters,
everybody comes dropping in, and I haven't the heart to
turn them away."

Because his house was becoming too small to hold all
his books, his friends, and his work, and because he expected
Son of the Wolf to earn him royalties, Jack decided to move to
larger quarters. He and Flora found a two-story house at
1130 East Fifteenth Street, just a few blocks away, in which
there was a large living-room with bay windows, and a
good-sized bedroom that could be fitted up to make a work-
room and den, Eliza did most of the work of decorating
the seven rooms, but Bessie Maddern helped to make Jack's
den cosy and colourful. On the night before the family
was to move in, Eliza and Miss Maddern were hanging